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NA 


| wearily climbed the steps to the loft after a full ten hour day of baking. Christmas season was upon us and 
that meant cookie orders. Tons and tons of cookie orders. | had Simon to help me while Jamie, Jo, and Bill took 
turns manning the counter and wrapping up the ordered platters. This year, | agreed to make up extra platters 
for Roger's shelter. | can't say no to helping them and he knows it. I'm happy to do it. But, at the end of the 
day, I'm exhausted. As | reached the door, | realized | hadn't seen my husband all day. My brow knotted in 


irritation. On the busiest of days, he certainly knows how to disappear. 
The loft was dark. Was Dave even here? "Dave?" 

Silence. 

"Dave, are you here?" 


A lamp near the couch flicked on but he wasn't over there. How did he do that? The club chair from the 
bedroom sat in the middle of the floor with a small end table next to it. What was he up to now? 


"Dave, I'm fucking tired. Please, | don't want to play your games tonight" | took a step closer to the chair. 


"Come on. Come out here. What are you doing?" 


In front of the chair were my slippers. Okay, he managed to get a smile out of me for that. | sat down on the 
chair and pulled my boots off, sat them to the side, and slid my feet into the slippers. On the table there was 


a stack of money and a cup of hot tea 


In the corner of the loft, near the fireplace, on the floor, a light projector whirred to life, projecting streams 


of multi-colored lights onto a small, rotating disco ball overhead. 


"How in the hell..?" | mumbled. | could feel my body relaxing into the chair. Okay, he's got me. He knows | can 
never stay mad at him when he does crazy shit like this for me. And that's what I've come to realize over 
the past couple years with this man. Yeah, he goes over the top one hundred percent of the time, but it's 
always because he truly believes what he's doing is for me. Would | have loved nothing more than to come up, 
take a shower, and fall in to bed? AbsolutelyBut life is fleetingly short and l'm going to slow down and enjoy my 
beautiful, nutbag husband. "Where are you?" | called. 


A couple more lights went on, giving the loft a soft glow and | was able to see two large speakers set up on 
either side of the large room. The bedroom door opened and | immediately turned my attention there, waiting 
with my breath held to see what kind of craziness | was in for. Shelby came trotting out wearing a pink tutu 
and a tiny black hat strapped around her head. 


"Don't you look cute?" | told her when she climbed into my lap and licked my face. "Where's your crazy 


Daddy?" 
She jumped down off of me and went to lay on the couch, pawing the little hat off her head. 


The sound of brass horns filled the room and made me jump. Oh, dear God. | grinned, covering my eyes with a 
hand. It took me a moment to place the song. He had this uncanny ability to pluck songs out of the air and 
make me pull them up from the depths of my recollection And each one fit the bill like no other. When | heard 
the singer's voice, | let out a little laugh. Ah, yes. Joe Cocker. At the same time, a long leg in a red patent 
leather boot and black fishnet stocking appeared from the bedroom. Then another leg. Then my husband in a 
long, Burberry trench coat, cinched at the waist. The collar was flipped up and, on top of his head, a hat. A 
black Fedora. 


"What in the world are you up to, Grohl?" 


He winked at me and put his finger to his lips, telling me to be quiet. His hips swiveled to the beat of the song 
, his hands slowly untied the belt of his coat. Then he turned around, giving me his back, while he wiggled and 
swayed, he lowered one shoulder of the coat, then then other, giving me a peek over his shoulder. Then Dave 
spun around and quickly shed the coat, tossing it aside. | laughed out loud when he revealed his outfit. A red 
satin bustier and a tiny black flapper skirt, his garters holding up his stockings showing beneath the barely- 
there skirt. 


"Fuck" | sighed when he bent over and ran his hands up one calf, up his thigh, pulling the skirt up to reveal his 
red g-string underneath. 


But he kept moving, swaying and wiggling to ‘You Can Leave Your Hat On’. For all his silliness, my man had some 
moves when he really wanted to be sexy. | stared at the way the fringe on his skirt jiggled when he danced. He 
turned again, giving me his ass, backing up toward me a little, He opened all the tiny hooks on his bustier and 
pulled it from his body, dropping it on the floor. When Dave turned around again, he had his hands covering his 
ripples, pushing his breasts together. Now he walked right up in front of me and nodded at the stack of bills 


beside me. 
‘Oh, you want to get paid for your little dance?" | smirked. 


How did he respond? By turning around and putting his ass in my face and wiggling it. | picked up a couple dollar 
bills and shoved one into the top of his stocking and another into the strip of satin at the top of his ass. 


Dave walked away from me again. Those long, powerful legs encased in patent leather made my cock twitch 
inside my jeans. He was still wearing the hat, which made me smile. His hands slowly pulled down the zipper on 
the back of his skirt and let it fall down his legs. Dave carefully stepped out of it and turned around, revealing 
his gorgeous body to me, clad in nothing more than the red g-string, fishnets, boots, and Fedora. Oh, and that 
sexy smile of his. He returned to stand in front of me, legs planted wide. Very slowly he leaned forward, placing 
a hand on each of the chair's arms. Dave leaned in and gave me a quick kiss before standing up right again and 
taking the hat off and plopping it on my head now. He shook his hair out but my eyes drifted down his 
tattooed chest, farther down his smooth stomach, right to his cock trapped inside that tiny piece of satin | 
picked up another few bills and carefully tucked them into his panties. 


"My God, you're so fucking hot. Keep dancing for me." 


The Joe Cocker song ended and Dave gave me a sweet smile before melting into my lap. He pulled the hat from 
my head and tossed it aside. A slower song began and | recognized it immediately as Queen's ‘Too Much Love 
Will Kill Your. He nuzzled his face into my neck and gave me gentle kisses as a hand slid along the other side of 
my face. Slowly, Dave began to move his body, gently grinding against me. He turned his back to my chest and 
swung a leg over either side of my lap, pushing his ass against my groin, arching his back and resting the back 
of his head against my shoulder. | gently trailed my fingertips down the middle of his chest and stomach, 
finally coming to rest against his dick. Dave gasped and purred softly as | massaged his balls through the 
buttery smooth fabric. He stayed there, undulating against me, grinding his hips, turning around to face me and 
taking my head in his hands to kiss me long and slow. When the song got to the Brian May guitar solo, 


however, Dave slid from my lap, onto the floor. 


With his legs bent at the knees, he sat back on his heels at first, one hand planted on the floor behind him. His 
back was arched at a painful angle, head thrown back with his face pointed to the ceiling. His cock was bulging 
beneath his panties and all | wanted to do was drop to the floor and suck him off. But then he slid his feet out 
from under himself and leaned all the way back until he was on the floor with his legs impossibly bent back. 


Dave's face was scrunched up as he air guitared the rest of the solo. Then he rolled over onto his stomach 


and raised his ass in the air, pointed at me, rolling his hips as if he was making love to someone beneath him. 
When the song slowly came to an end, | finally sat back and exhaled, never realizing | was holding my breath as 
| watched my husband dancing for me. He slowly slid to the floor and rested a moment before lifting his head 
to look at me over his shoulder. 


With a gentle smile, | said, “That was gorgeous, baby." 


He climbed back into my lap and we made love right in that chair, with his boots on He made me forget how 
tired | was. He has a way of doing that. 


